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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

If it be fb j as fo tis put on me, 

A net that in way of caution, I mull tell you, 

You doe not vnderftand your felfc fo cleercly 
As it behooues my daughter, and your honor. 

What is betweene you giue me vp the truth, 

Opbc. He hath my Lord of late made many tender! 
Of his affection to me. 

Tol. Affedt ion, puh, you fpeake like a greene girle 
Vnfifted infuch perrilous circumftance, 

Doe you beliede his tenders as you call them ? 

Opbe. I doe not knowe my Lord what I fliouid thinke. 

Tol. Marry I will teach you, thinke your felfe a babie 
That you haue tane thefe tenders for true pay 
Which are not fterling, tender your felfe more dearely 
Or (not to crack the winde of the poore phrafe 
Wrong it thus) you’l tender me a foole. 

Obhe. My Lord he hath importun’d me with loue 
In honorable faftiion. 

Tel. I, faihion you may call it, go to, go to. 

'Opbe. And hath giuen countenance to his fpeech 
My Lord, with almoft all the holy vowes of heauen. 

Tol. I, fpringsro catch wood-cockes, I doe knowe 
When the blood burnes, how prodigall the Joule 
Lends the tongue vowes, thefe blazes daughter 
Giuing more light then heate, extina mboth 
Luen in their promife, as it is a making 
You mult not take for lire, from this time 
Be fomething leant er of your maiden prefence 
Setyour intreatments at a higher race 
Then a commaund to parle j'for LordHtw/rt, 

Belieue fo much in him that he is young, 

And with a larger tider may he walke ° 

Then may be giuen you : in fewe Ophelia, 

Doe not belieue his vowes, for they are broker* 

Not of that die which their inueftments fhowe 
Butmeereimploratotors of vnholy fuites 
Breathing like fandtified and pious bonds 
The better to beguide : this is for all, 

I would not in plaine tcarmes from this time foorth 
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Prince of ' Denwi&rhg* 

Haue you fo (launder any moment leafure 
As to ^iue words or talke with the Lord Hamlet, 

Looketoo’t I charge you, come your wayes. 

Opbe. I (hall obey my Lord. / Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet, Horatio and Marcellus. 

Ha>». Theayrebitesfhroudly,itis verycoldc. 

Hora. It is nipping, and an eager ayre. 

Ham. What houre now? 

Hora. I thinke it lackes oftwelfe. 

•Mar. No, it is ftrooke. r ' 

Hora. Indeedc, I heard it not, it then drawes neere tbelealon, 
Wherein the fpirit held his wont to walke of trumpets 

What does this meane my Lord C andz.peecesgoesof. 

Ham. The King doth wake to night and takes his rowle. 

Keepes wafTell and thefwaggring vp-fpring reeles s 
And as he draines his drafts ofRennilh downe. 

The kettle drumme, and trumpet, thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Hora, Isitacuftome? 

Ham. 1 marry ill, 

But to my minde,thoughIamnariueheere 
And to the manner borne, it is a cuftome 
More honourd in the breach, then the obferuance. 

This heauy headed reueale eaft and weft 
Makes vs'traduft, and taxed of other nations. 

They clip vs drunkards, and with Swinifh phrafe 
Soy le our addition, and indeede it takes 
From our acchieuements, though perform’d at height 
The pith and marrow of our attribute. 

So oft it chaunces in particulcr men, 

That for fome vicious mole of naturein them 
As in their birth wherein they are not guilty, 

( Since nature cannot c hoofe his origin) . 

By their ore-grow’ch of fome complextion 
Oft breaking downe the pales and forts of reafon, 

Or by fome habit, that too much ore-leauens 
The forme of plaufiue manners, that thefe men 
Carrying I fay the ftamp of one defea 
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